





Mail Blog is a free blog sent through the mail. Trades or donations are 
not required. Monetary donations can be sent to your favorite creative 
reuse shop. Wikipedia, and Internet Archive. 
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mailing list or if you have a new mailing address. When issues are 
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“Mail Blog Fragments” on display at Magic Chef. a fridge gallery in San 


Francisco. A series of diptychs made with Mail Blog misprints and scraps 
to fundraise for the cost of Mail Blog. @magicchefgallery 





Walter Benjamin 
collected quotes in little 
black notebooks that he 
carried everywhere. 
Hannah Arendt said he 
“read from them aloud, 
showed them around like 
items from a choice and 
precious collection.” 


According to Susan 
Sontag, Walter’s ideal 
project was “a work of 
literary criticism that 
was to consist entirely 
of quotation, and would 
thereby be devoid of 
anything that might 
betray empathy.” 


Susan ends On 
Photography with a 
quotes-only homage, 
explaining that “though 
collecting quotations 
could be considered as 
merely an ironic 
mimetism, the collector 
becomes someone 
engaged in a pious 
work of salvage.” 


In The Moving Body, 
Jacques Lecoq believed 
that “to mime is literally 
to embody and therefore 
to understand better,” 
that miming becomes a 
form of knowledge. 


Following is an excerpt from an ongoing project called A Pious Work of 
Salvage: a selection of quotes collected over time to construct a full and 
singular portrait. All words are written by others. sources are at the end. 


They asked her to try and 
pull her self together. She 
didn’t understand why 
she should, she said. ! 


I am not always in what 
I call a state of grace.* 


the sheer cool sanity of 
her behavior within the 
limits of her impractic- 
able mania ° 


she had to hold her mind 
intact with both her 
hands * 


Everybody has their sad- 
ness. And most people 
are scared of it.° 


she loved to read, and 
she took good notes on 
what she read, on the 
ideas that came to her 
from what she read, since 
she did have some ideas 


of her own, and even on 
her ideas about these 
ideas.° 


On the page I am strong, 
because that is where | 
put my strength.’ 


| shall sprinkle pale 
pencil marks [pointing] 
out the best passages to 
some booklover yet 
unborn.* 


It felt like parenting my 
own mind to be reading? 


it wasn’t a crime to 
sometimes look after 
herself !° 


If you do not have a 
child, at a certain age 
you become your own 
child." 


What do I care about 
anything when I can lie 
on the bed and pull the 
past over me like a 
blanket? '” 


the past grows gradually 
around [you], like a 
placenta for dying.'* 


The trouble with life is, 
just when you think 
you're having a happy 
ending, things are chang- 
ing, because there are no 
endings except death." 


what an accidental affair 
this living is after all 
our civilization '° 


We are already situated 
within the collapse of a 
civilization. '° 


She came from nothing 
—and left jaded about 


everything |” 


she’d been very gullible, 
but she had always 
learned more that way.'* 


I'd been on my own 
since | turned seventeen 
and that early independ- 
ence made me old."” 


as if she had already 
lived for fifty years °° 


She looked forward to 
being an old woman and 
wearing strange clothes.”! 


I’m not sure if I’m tell- 
ing my story or unveiling 
my mania.” 


She is almost continually 
accompanied by her own 


image of herself.’* 


she would get up and 


look at herself in the 
glass, thinking: “Good 
Lord! can that be me?’”4 


I do want to know where 
I stand in relation to 
myself so I’m not in for 
constant shocks.” 


strange, that | am 
apparently the person | 
am now.”° 


it occurs to me that | must 
not know altogether what 
I am, and that others 
know certain things 
about me better than | do, 
though | think I ought to 
know all there is to know 
and | proceed as if 1 do [I] 
may also try to guess, 
from time to time, just 
what it is that others 
know that | do not 
know.?’ 


It’s entirely possible that 
I do not see or treat even 
myself correctly.** 


You cannot regard your 
own life with objective 
curiosity all the time ~” 


she is here not to describe 
herself but to witness *° 


she had an extra week 
of paid vacation, grateful 
she was allowed to have 
time to be herself for one 
whole week.*! 


She had her own work 
to do * 


whether she succeeds in 
the worldly sense doesn’t 
really matter. What 
matters is that she feel 
fulfilled as a human 
being.** 


| am an example of a 
specific way of spending 
time and feeling exist- 
ence in this world.* 


There are many different 
ways of just sitting 
there.» 


Yes, | am a woman who 
woke up and got dressed 
and sat down here.*° 


monsieur et madame, 
mister, misses, and miss, 
I am trying so hard to be 
like you. I know I don’t 
succeed, but look how 
hard | try [every] morning 
an hour and a half trying 
to make myself look like 
everybody else.*’ 


She is a brunette [whom] 
one must meet several 
times before recognizing 
her ** 


Someone asked me who 
I was and | forgot my 
name *° 


I only remember my 
failings, failures and 
slights and refusals.” 


“You've got your 


memories,” she said. | 
do? | thought, worried. 
I couldn’t think of any 
memories.*! 


she was remembering 
something she had for- 
gotten she knew.” 


surely there were others 
like him, who wrote in 
order to have no face.** 


She has become attached 
to her belongings, her 
surroundings, her own 
stubborn independence, 
no matter how wretched. 


acquiring things, habits, 
for a lifetime? * 


I am always ready to 
have less *° 


Eliminating herself was 
a sort of aesthetic 
project.*’ 


obsessively tidy [like] 
her handwriting [it] was 
a strategy for not attract- 
ing attention, for hiding, 
for not mixing with the 
others, or simply keeping 
her distance.** 


[she] could never keep 
up her end of the 
dialogue ” 


trying to protect herself 
with silence and a blank 


face © 


First there is her real 


face, completely naked 
[the] face her mother 
gave her.°! 


She was almost pretty, 
but her face showed the 
strain and ambition of 
always having been 
close but not quite.°” 


you're sitting there in 
your pajamas, thinking 
how virtuous you are 
for being home.” 


She never would leave 
her apartment unless 
she was pushed from 
behind. She got a head- 
ache at the mere mention 
of a party.” 


Everyone I know seems 
[to] spend all their time 
training and doing special 
diets, while I’m eating 
takeaways and living 





the emotional life of a 
teenager.” 


When he thought of all 
the junk he’d ingested, 
he wondered how he 
could have abused 
himself in that way.” 


Her body suffered 
[from] indulgence.*’ 


True, | have a body / and 
I cannot escape from it.°* 


| am stuck here in this 
human form [I] try to 
forget it, go about my 
business, / cook the 
broccoli, open and shut 
books, / brush my teeth 
and tie my shoes.” 


I would like to fly out 
of my head, / but that is 
out of the question.°” 


| The Ravishing of Lol Stein by 
Marguerite Duras 


2 The Diary of Anais Nin 

3 “Come Along, Marjorie” by Muriel Spark 
4 Feelings are ‘acts by Yvonne Rainer 

5 Bad Behavior by Mary Gaitskill 

6 “Almost No Memory” by Lydia Davis 
7 Priestdaddy by Patricia Lockwood 


8 84, Charing Cross Road by Helene 
Hantt 


9 The Importance of Being Iceland by 
Eileen Myles 


10 The Inseparables by Simone de 
Beauvoir 


11 Motherhood by Sheila Heti 

12 Good Morning, Midnight by Jean Rhys 
13 Portraits by John Berger 

14 Black Swans by Eve Babitz 


15 “The Mark on the Wall” by Virginia 
Woolf 


16 The Coming Insurrection by The 
Invisible Committee 


17 True Stories by Sophie Calle 
18 Community Life by Lorrie Moore 


19.4 Field Guide to Getting Lost by 
Rebecca Solnit 


20 Three Steps on the Ladder of Writing 
by Heéléne Cixous 


21 “What an Old Woman Will Wear™ by 
Lydia Davis 


22 The Importance of Being Iceland by 


Eileen Myles 
23 Ways of Seeing by John Berger 
24 Quartet by Jean Rhys 
25 Eva Hesse Diaries 
26 “Sleepless Nights” by Kate Zambreno 
27 “A Friend of Mine” by Lydia Davis 
28 Looking at Pictures by Robert Walser 


29 The Unabridged Journals of Sylvia 
Plath 


30 “Olivia Manning” by Rachel Cusk 


31 While Standing in Line for Death by 
CAConrad 


32 In Favor of a Sensitive Man by Anais 
Nin 


33 Crucial Conversations by May Sarton 
34 Little Weirds by Jenny Slate 


35 Ursula K. Le Guin in conversation 
with David Naimon 


36 Little Weirds by Jenny Slate 

37 Good Morning, Midnight by Jean Rhys 
38 “Clouk” by Colette 

39 Blue in Chicago by Bette Howland 

40 South and West by Joan Didion 


41 “How We Got The Old Woman To 
Go” by Bette Howland , 


42 Beloved by Yoni Morrison 


43 “Blanchot in a Supermarket Parking 
Lot” by Kate Zambreno 


44 “Golden Age” by Bette Howland 


45 “Power Failure” by Bette Howland 
46 For Now by Eileen Myles 


47 The Story of the Lost Child by Elena 
Ferrante 


48 Sweet Days of Discipline by Fleur 
Jaeggy 


49 Play It As It Lays by Joan Didion 

50 Wide Sargasso Sea by Jean Rhys 

51 “Rites” by Colette 

52 “You're Ugly, Too” by Lorrie Moore 


53 Slow Days, Fast Company by Eve 
Babitz 


54 Slow Days, Fast Company by Eve 
Babitz 


55 Transit by Rachel Cusk 
56 Kudos by Rachel Cusk 
37 Nightwood by Djuna I3arnes 


58 “The Poet of Ignorance” by Anne 
Sexton 


59° The Poet of Ignorance” by Anne 
Sexton 


60°The Poet of Ignorance” by Anne 
Sexton 
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“Smelling returns you to your body. it pins you to the 
here and now.” Someone asked me: “what's the most 
memorable smell from your childhood?” And without 
thinking I said: “marigold.” Im not entirely sure why. 
Marigold is the only flower that my four-year-old 
can recognize and name. 
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